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	Farseeing

**Farseeing**

It's_ the 21st century, and Lindir and the remnant of the Eldar are facing a few minor problems. A murder or two. The fact that Aragorn's latest descendant doesn't believe in Elves. And maybe that Mortal Men are a little too close to finding out what a palantir is...Featuring Lindir, Elrond, Legolas and many more Elves who just didn't have the heart to abandon Middle-Earth._

**A/N:**

Helloo thar! While working on my parody _Legolas Thranduillion's 30-Day Character Transformation_, I realised that there was another idea that I've had in the pipeline for a few years. Which is having Elves in the modern world and dealing with the kinds of problems they might face in the 21st century, little or big or otherwise.

(Also, my fanfic-writing attention span is pretty terrible. I can't seem to work on one thing at a time!)

This is going to be a little AU, though I haven't tampered with canon too badly.

Please enjoy and don't forget to review!

OoO

CHAPTER ONE

When Fiona's tired eyes stiffly creaked open, the first thing they noted was that it was dark. Yawning, she groped about on the little table next to her bed for her phone and checked the time.

Eleven PM. Her eyes widened. _Wow. I must have completely passed out when I got back from work. How long have I been asleep?_

It was a bit of a struggle, but after a few moments of staring at the darkened ceiling and blinking, she finally hauled herself out of bed. Quietly she tiptoed down the hall, fumbling for the light switch when she reached the lounge room.

There, the horror awaited her.

Shot glasses littered almost every flat surface. On the air was the heavy smell of pizza leftovers, the source of which lay in open boxes on the coffee table and the worn green of the carpet. Her inner history nerd hyperventilated at the sight of yet more sticky glasses sacrilegiously lining the painted Victorian mantelpiece.

_What even—_

She jumped at the violent crunch that broke from beneath her foot, and looking downwards found a sadly shattered corn chip. Shaking her foot to try and get all the crumbs off, Fiona stumbled her way into the kitchen. Apparently, she thought ruefully, the fact that she had completely died for a few hours meant that her housemates had full opportunity to desecrate the lounge room.

The day's heat still lingered about the place, stifling and oppressive. As she passed she gave their ancient ruin of an air conditioner a wistful glance and wiped away the little sweat moustache forming beneath her nose.

_Too expensive_, she thought as she stopped in front of the fridge, staring pensively at it before pulling out her phone and thumbing idly through her Facebook feed. Besides, even if it were actually affordable to use, the poor thing had finally given up on life a few days ago. Just in time for a heat wave, too. Neither her crappy _Kalehouse_ café wages, nor Mackenzie's, nor Ryan's, nor Sebastian's, would be enough to pay to fix it.

Not for the first time, Fiona wondered whether moving out wouldn't be such a bad idea after all. _I wonder what Dad would say to that,_ she mused, distractedly saving a funny Lord of the Rings Tumblr reblog to her phone. _Give up the independent life. Move over to the US and do Honours over there. It would be nice to actually be able to afford coffee again._

She put her phone down and rested her elbows on the table, rubbing her eyes as she felt a headache begin pulsing dully behind them. Honestly, there was no way of knowing how he'd react. Always, of the two of them, she had been the one who made wise decisions while her absentminded-professor-type dad spent long hours burying his grief in study. The embarrassing thing was that she had been the one who had begged to stay in Australia instead of moving overseas with Dean and going to an American college. Because she'd thought it best at the time.

And now, here she was, with her bank account looking less happy by the day, in a beautiful old house that her loveable yet thoughtless housemates frequently trashed, and without any certainty as to whether she would have the means to finish her degree.

_I didn't have all these problems in high school_, she thought._ Welcome to adulthood, Fiona Lockwood._

It took a moment or two to register that the dull pounding in her head was not merely the ache, but an insistent rapping at the door. She glared at it, but the knocking was persistent and urgent. Letting an annoyed sigh escape through her nose, she stomped over to the door as the thumping continued and tried not to scowl so hard that the words _piss off_ appeared in the air.

Wicking away sweat from her forehead, she swung the door open.

Mackenzie was there, and she was slumped all over a rather tall figure who cleared his throat apologetically. "Is this number 20? There appears to be no number on your letterbox."

She could hardly answer. Taken aback by the unexpectedly lyrical tones of his voice, Fiona blinked and stood aside as he shuffled up the step and pushed past her with Mackenzie mumbling incoherently. "Where did you find her?"

"Out on the street, trying to hail down a booze bus," answered the guy wryly as he deposited Mackenzie on the couch. A long fall of straight chestnut hair obscured his face from view as he knelt and gently began removing her stained bright pink heels. "Thinking that this was not the wisest decision I asked her where she lived, and here we are."

"That's at least the third time this last month she's come home with some guy!" Fiona groaned. Some corner of her whispered that she was being petulant, but she was too tired and full of rising headache to bother with politeness. "And then there was that time she needed her stomach pumped—why am I never awake when—"

"She is indeed fairly intoxicated, but I do not believe that her stomach will need to be tampered with," came the light response. He pointedly ignored her implied accusation. "Her shoes, on the other hand, may need to be placed in the circular filing cabinet. One of the heels has become detached."

He rose to his feet and met her gaze.

And his brown eyes widened with surprised recognition.

Fiona had to work to suppress a sharp intake of breath. Not only because that flash of emotion in his eyes was so stark she thought she might forget to breathe. Not only because there was a strange beauty and some sort of power that almost rippled off him in waves. Memories suddenly surged at the edge of her consciousness, annoyingly out of reach. The thought hit her: _I've seen him before._ Where _could_ she have seen him before? He looked like—

_Holy—He's Flynn Rider, with long hair._

She jumped when sudden guttural Dwarven chanting from the Flight from Moria burst out ridiculously from her phone in the next room. A quick glance revealed that the eyes of Mackenzie's rescuer betrayed none of his earlier comprehension. She shook her head. _I must be losing the plot._ "Um—would you mind if I—?"

His response was to smile and incline his head. She scampered off into the kitchen, feeling oddly childlike next to someone so self-contained. Something about him spoke of something way older than Disney. With his long hair and beautiful face he looked like he'd just finished shooting a scene from _The Hobbit_ and was off to grab coffee with a few models. _Seriously, where did Mackenzie find this guy?_

Fiona snatched her phone off the table, heart pounding. The caller ID proclaimed that her dad was calling.

"Hello?"

"Hello, Fiona!" exclaimed her dad's slightly British-accented voice cheerfully. "Any news? When's graduation?"

Despite her swirling thoughts, his enthusiasm was contagious, and she couldn't help a reluctant smile. There were never any preliminaries with Dean. "Dad, too many questions!"

"Let's start that again then. Any news?"

"Um..." _Aside from seriously considering moving countries? Or that there's a model standing in my lounge room with my unconscious friend?_ "Well, I've pretty well spent the entire summer holidays reading Arthurian legend. Does that count as news?"

"I should say so. Though the subject matter isn't a surprise. And what about graduation?"

"A few months from now." She coughed. _Oh man. How do I put this?_ Any other time she would have welcomed a chat with her dad, but she wasn't willing to leave Mackenzie with yet another strange man while she was under the influence. "Um, I'd love to do Honours afterwards, but I was thinking that I might move universities. I've got a bit to do right now, so—"

"Honours? Really, Fi?"

"Of course," she replied, slightly injured that her dad hadn't thought of her taking her studies further. Hadn't that been the whole point of his encouraging her to follow her love of history and study? "History is in the blood, after all. Dad, I—"

"Indeed it is! Which is why I think you'll appreciate this extra study opportunity I happen to have. I believe it might direct you towards finding a decent Honours inquiry."

_He really isn't letting me talk._ "That would be awesome," she said, and tried to mean it, "but I'm already studying. I've already had to defer a few units just so that I can get a few more shifts to keep paying rent, and it's taken me far too long to get through this degree. I really need to—"

"No, no – you'll really like this," her dad insisted. "There's a real opportunity here. Currently they're looking into trying to locate the one known _palantír_ known to possibly still exist."

"…What?"

"Seeing-stones. You know the ones."

"_Palantíri_?" she said, incredulously. "But—"

"Think about it." He was excited now. "At the heart of every legend is some kind of long-forgotten truth, some distortion of memory – you know this from all the studying you've done. The reality is that, behind every tale you've ever heard about magical objects through which one can see things far away, is a truth that very little of recorded human history hints at in any substantial way. Old, and forged from unknown material by arts long lost to the world, and lost to mortal memory."

"Yeah, that would be because there probably _is_ no truth behind it," said Fiona tiredly, wondering why Dean was calling her in the middle of the night to talk about seeing-stones. "Wouldn't there be something more than a few hints throughout all of recorded human history if something as weird and otherworldly like a _palantír_ existed?"

"There are," said her dad mildly. "They just happen not to be in recorded _human_ history. I know a few people who could probably produce enough first-hand evidence for it. One of them happens to be the reason we're trying to find one in the first place. Remember those independent researchers from the UK that I may or may not have mentioned earlier?"

Slumping in defeat, Fiona stopped picking at the crumbling wood of the table's edge. It was no use attempting a serious conversation when her dad was bursting with enthusiasm over something or other. She suppressed a sigh. "Yeah."

"You'll like this. Every one of them goes by a pseudonym of some sort – I suppose they have to, when they're out and about amongst the rest of us. One of them goes in private by the name of Legolas Thranduillion."

All thought of moving to the US vanished. "…Who?"

"Oh, you can't tell me you haven't heard _that_ name before. Don't you have plenty of Tolkien things floating around on that ridiculously overstuffed bookshelf of yours?"

"W-well, yes," she stammered, bewildered. "But none of them say that it's _real_."

"I suppose they wouldn't," said Dean pensively. "I highly doubt that either Legolas or any of the others would be too keen on letting the world know of their existence now, especially when they've successfully managed to elude the prying eyes of Mortals for the last few thousand years."

_A few thousand years? I think I need to sit down_, Fiona thought weakly, sinking down into a chair. She propped her aching head up in one hand and squeezed her eyes shut. "A bunch of crazy cosplaying historians are trying to get you to look for a lost rock?"

"Of course not!" snapped Dean, sounding affronted. "They're looking for it themselves. And it's not a lost rock. It's a _palantír._"

"You didn't deny that they were crazy cosplayers."

"I am perfectly serious, Fiona. This is an incredible opportunity - not everyone gets to meet people who have lived through so many historically significant events. Besides, don't you want to meet a real Elf?"

Her eyes stayed closed against the pain in her head as she struggled to gather her thoughts. Clearly, between their last conversation and this one, something had happened and her father had finally gone round the bend. She should have seen it coming. It wasn't a nice realisation to know that she was going to have to try and gently tell him that whatever he was talking about was not real – that she would have to hurt his feelings by turning down an opportunity that could not possibly exist.

"Alright." Fiona took a deep breath. "Dad, I can't just jet off to the UK. There's still another semester to go, and I have too much to do to just drop everything to go play with the Elves."

"You'll not be just playing with the Elves, sweetheart. While you're there, you'll be with family. Believe me," he added with a bitter-sounding laugh, "when your mother told me she was related to a bunch of otherworldly creatures, I thought she'd gone right off her rocker. Her own father had had a falling-out with Lord Elrond, and it was only about two or three years before she—she passed away that Miriam began tentatively reaching out towards her estranged relatives again." He cleared his throat awkwardly and fell silent. It was difficult for him to talk about Miriam without regret creeping into his tone.

Fiona tried to absorb all the information he had just thrown at her. "Um, thank you for telling me," she said, trying to be sensitive. "Just…who am I related to, exactly?"

"Lord Elrond, I think. You're one of his descendants in some way. Through Aragorn, I believe. Anyway," he continued, oblivious to the fact that on the other side of the world his daughter's jaw was falling open, "I'll have to talk to you more about it later. I have an absolute stack of first-year papers to mark."

"But—"

"Talk soon, Fiona!" he said cheerfully, and hung up.

_Well, thanks for that, Dad_, Fiona groused silently, plopping her phone onto the table. She glared at it sullenly for a few moments, turning his bewildering words over in her mind.

A small part of her suggested quietly, hopefully, that maybe she should give what Dean had told her some consideration and call him back in the morning. And a much larger part of her grimly ordered her to take stock of reality. She needed more work to pay the rent. She needed to study as hard as she could during her last semester to keep up her marks and get into postgrad history. No amount of hoping would sweep worries like that under the rug.

Shaking her head, she remembered where she was, and that her friend needed her. Cautiously, she poked her head back into the lounge room, where she knew Mackenzie had probably passed out by now. A quiet murmuring made her look up at the tall young man whose long fingers rested upon her forehead.

A curtain of sleep descended upon her, and something in those strange words washed away the throbbing in her head and spoke of…something…old forests shrouded in grey mists, and hills blanketed in—

He pushed his hair back, and Fiona snapped out of exhaustion straight away. She stared in disbelief.

One pointed ear peeked out from behind the chestnut locks.

And she could have sworn that he was glowing in the dimly-lit Victorian parlour. No, he was _definitely_ glowing.

He half-turned at Fiona's gasp, startled.

"Oh my gods," she breathed.

* * *

><p><strong>I admit I'm a little nervous posting this, as I don't often write non-parodies! Reviews be appreciated. :)<strong>


End file.
